"I hear the marigolds but not the

daisies anymore. It's 100 late in the sound Of

the year for them ' hO“YhOCkS
What sort of man hears the

flowers talking to him? What are Hugh Garner

the flowers telling him? Is this

man crazy, or are the flowers

celling him something important

—some truth meant for his ears
alone?

.t‘m,a young student nurses
were shooting pool with a couple of the patients in the recreation room,
but the TV set on the glassed-in veranda was turned off. It was almost
tume for late evening sedation, and most of lents were sitting on
the edges of their beds, wearing pajamas and i
were waiting for the registered nurse on the
panied by a male attendant, to bring
and pills. PRLE AR
Pinehills Clinic is now ab
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psychoneurotics and 1
to band together for
those recovering |
I gave a wave to 3
passed the open door &
tinuing their convers:
were the doors to the
left was open. I paus
was empty, but sitt
young man who wi
Was staring at
with the forlorn
Somebody
which fitted h
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k up but continued mumbling to himself, I
hack ro the dormitory _wherc] l)fld been _Sleeping for _
made my wa)‘bﬂc . sicivalacthé clinic. While we waited for the nurse
chree nights SINCE m,?dlinsc plans of the young man in the next bed, who
llJIleLel:jd\\zrghtl:ﬁf;icitcment of one who has almost reached the top of
ub
his manic c)glfe. ¢ the next morning one of the attendants stopped me

After brc;lklazd M. Armstrong, WE'te Moving you into one of the |
in the h';'mll anc ‘-L r£1 bag and clothes from a dormitory lacker, and 1
foOmS. IIJF roT(;nE)Onc of the bisecting corridors that formed an L
fO“““";d ]ucn:\ird lined with singleand two-bed rooms. He entered one
rhfn]]u-gl::zrtnli— 1r£\'at.es and hung my clothes in a closet. I wasn’t too
Ea;’;};“m disIcovcr I was to sharc Rock li-ludison"s sl:?cpir}lg quarters,
My roommate was out, having been taken downstairs with the others
for his tri-weekly electric shock treatments.

During the first two days we shared thF room not a word passed :
hetween Rock Hudson and me, he seemingly content to sit on his bed,
scaring out of the window or down at the floor, }‘-’hll& I sought com-
pasionship among my fellow dr_'”lnlf:s' He occasmmlly.' mut.tered a few
words to himself, but most of his time seemed to be listening to
sounds pitched too high for others to hear, like an unheard noise that
wakens a sleeping dog.

On the third afternoon I lay down in my bed to grab a short nap.
Most of the ward's patients had gone for a walk through the grounds
with a pair of attendants, while others were down in Occupational
Therapy making their moccasins, wallets and ceramics. Rock was sit-
ting on the edge of his bed as usual, staring at his shoes. Though I
knew he was aware of my arrival he didn’t look up. I was just dozing
off when he spoke to me for the first time.

| hfcar the marigolds but not the daisies any more. It's too latein the -
year for them."” 3

[turned my head sharply and stared at him. He was looking at me
and smiling, 3

gietude. He did not 100 ""They tell me everything. Especially the hollyhocks. They're a funny

kind of flower ina way, tall and gangling, but they’ve got good ears.”

I satup, as casually as I could.

They were Slandra's favorite flower. I could never understand why.

Most people like roses or 'mums or even petunias, but not hollyhocks.”

Iagreed.
He tl:ll't?ed away and stared through the window at the red tile roof
of a building across the courtyard, nodding now and then as if some-
bady or something was talking to him.

He spoke to me quite often from then on, though he didn’t make
much sense at first. By the end of my second week however his shock
treatments of something had seemed to snap him out of his earlier
mental isolation, and he talked quite sanely for short periods of time.
From what he told me I was able to piece together a two-dimensional
sketch of what his life had been up to then.

Rock was the only child of one of my city's leading bankers. He had
attended the right prep school, and later had taken a business admin.
course in university. On graduation he had gone into one of the down-
town branches of his father's bank as an assistant accountant, and
from then on his promotions had been foreordained.

One evening as we sat smoking in our room, and I listened to Rock
do most of the talking, he suddenly exclaimed, “*She’s the Bitch of
Belsen!” We hadn't been talking about women at the time, but 1 pre-
sumed he was talking about his wife.

Sandra had been a teller in the bank, and their romance had been the
old familiar one of a young man and woman brought together through
office propinquity. He had taken her to lunch a few times before they
had an evening date, but after that he began visiting her apartment,
which she shared with another girl. When her roommarte married and

moved away he half moved into the apartment with her, payinga share
of the rent. Though Sandra was a high school dropout he was sure she
was intelligent and pretty enough to hurdle any social barriers his
famnily or friends might raise against her. They were married secretly one
afternoon at City Hall, and shortly after the wedding he took herhome
to meet his parents. di
The meeting between his bride and mother had been a disaster,
- : H Iy. His father had provcd
though he avoided confessing this to me openly

Ul suppose daisies area springtime flower,”” I agreed, not wanting 2
ignore him but feeling foolish for allowing myself to be drawninto
sucha knoky conversation.

“They's i -
W ﬁ ¢ not necessarily a springtime flower,” he corrected me.
€ll=no, I guess not.”
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pis wifeand his mi to the house. One time he told me, “"Mother's a f I c.';ail;l to me, “1 had to play the broken-hearted husband a¢ rhe
e { X c - ad . y & L -

pever agan fnvies O ina crisis but sometimes unbearable when uneral, but that part of it was casy. Believe it or not, Armstrong bue i

{ sreat in @ ) ; . . ; trong, bur

an, £ was broken-hearted. Mother, of course, ook me back home where she

e-over W om A
poal. a5 a banker, and he began to question whart
-h‘:m when he reached the top. The thought of
" he achievement fr:_;;hrencl‘d him, and once he rold
gk er sitting at his big empty desk down ac
<earing through the window at something far Oﬂ‘.that 5k
rim‘:!\ed when he was young. i h(Jmc_ I saw him going
| of two pre-dinner cocktails, later either watching TV
 to take Mother to the symphony or a theatre first
do. It’s all a charade, Armstrong, don't you
ancuvered by strings from theijr

cou}(I treat me as her little boy. She never mentioned Sandra's name
again. I moped around the house and garden all summer, and it was
then that the flowers began telling me the things I wanted o hear.”
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things ar¢ nor .
H-c was not happy

would be waiting for
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me, T cou
head office.
had lostorove
through the ritua
or getting dresse :
. ome other social .
're only puppets being m

Rock’s continued improvement seemed miraculous to me. I awoke
one afternoon from my nap to find his psychiatrist sitting in our room
talking to him. I kept my face turned to the wall, pretending to still be
asleep. '

Rock was asking, "', . . and in your opinion, Dr. Kellock, how long
does this usually take?" e

“It’s hard to say,"” the doctor answered, in the vague way of doctors and
lawyers. "I think the shock treatments are doing you a world of good,
and you tell me your blackouts aren't as frequent or of as long duration
as they were; certainly I've noticed that they are not constant as they
were when you were first admitred. If things continue improving as
they have over the past two weeks you could be ready for discharge
perhaps in another month or so.”

“I'm anxious now to get back to work, Daoctor.”

“Now, Mr. Ranson, I didn’t say anything about going back to work
just yet. You'll need a couple of months, at least, of convalescence after
leaving here. Just take things easy, get plenty of rest and try to gerrid
of your memories of your wife. Let the medication do the rest.”

“I'm only twenty-five, Doctor,” Rock said. "I realize now that I was
ill for months before coming here, and you tell me I've been here at the
clinic for seven weeks. That's an awful long time for a young man.”

“I'know it is. I'm quite pleased with the improvement you are now
showing, and if your recovery continues as it has over the past couple
of weeks I see no reason why you shouldn't be discharged ina month

or s0. These blackouts, as you call them, will probably continue for a

time, but will continue to diminish in both length and frequency. When

they disappear completely we'll be able to talk of going home.

1d see my fath

m‘!_»h{ ors
sce? They b
shyterian heaven. ) el S——
Prlcmék 2nd his bride had continued living in her bachelor-girl digs,
and furnished a small apartment when he received his

but they rented _ ! ]
pmmtﬂiﬂﬂ to accountant in one of the bank’s suburban branches, Thejr ]
daytime separation and his refusal to let his father help them ourt

financially soon drove them slowly but inexorably ;1|.wzlrt..'1'here had
been long acrimonious squabbles about money, about his parents’
artjtudcsltow.‘lrds her, about what she called his rich-boy mentality.
One evening she had p!mncd home to let him know she was staying
ata girl friend’s place overnight, and another time had disappeared for
2 whole weekend. When he had called her at the bank on Monday
morning she told him blithely that she had accompanied another gitl
and her husband to their summer cottage. He had checked and found
her story to be true, as far as she had told it to him.
After that, however, he knew their marriage was on the skids. The
next time she stayed away overnight he did not bother to call her, but
through his father arranged a loan, packed a two-suiter, and flew to
Las Vegas. There he threw away his money on the tables, and also on
_ couple of would-be Hollywood actresses, whom he described as
Wampus Baby Stars of 1944, He returned home to find his wife had.
moved, and.hjs clothes and belongings placed in storage. Two weeks
later he received the news that Sandra had been killed in a highway

"I hope so, Doctor.” ; rerv from
The doctor stood up and said, *'Just take things €asy. R
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any illoc*?, ats do I need, Doctor?
be hurti€ 'n}' more shock fffﬂflf?’;l depaads
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Perhaps . flowers (@
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bur chey’ll disappear as ¥
1 worry you-
¢them worry e
JcTI heard the docror® :llkﬁn{j:;;;
<or.” Rock said.
= s, Doctor,” R : , :
e mber to take things €25y, Mr. Ranson. et
" usneﬂmdocm" had gone I turned over and said, “Things are look.
After che doct

r condition continues to improve. Don't

the door.

ingupforyow”™
l"‘g’ei Were you listening?

“Fora while.’
“I've only gor three more

Did L
firse starred?
1 shook my head.

shock rreatments, the doctor said.

“J¢ used to take four atccendants to get me 1nto the room, and they had

to hold me down until they knocked me out with the needle. Now [
don’t mind taking the treatments at all, for I know they’re doing me

good. What I hate most is missing breakfast three mornings a week.”

"How do you feel afrerwards?”’ .
"Woozy for a while, and I can’t remember recent things very well.

When I wake up an attendant brings me back here, and I usually sleep”
until lunch. When I wake up my memory has mostly rerurned.” -
“The shock treatments have sure done you a lot of good.”
“They seem ro. You know, Mr. Armstrong—"’
It was the first time he'd called me “Mister.” I said,
Wilf.”
“Okay, Wilf. You know, I once tried to commit suicide.”
"Oh.” .
“Ttwasn'tlong after Sandra was—after Sandra died. One night I.
down to the kitchen and tried to slash my wrists with a carving knife
Tcut one of them and then fainged guess, The next thing I remembé

*'Please callm

ou may have short infrequent returns of these

ou hear him telling me the way I used to act when the treatmens
¥ i

Hugh Garner

was \Iwakfng up in the hospital with my forearm bandaged. Maybe [
o bl o, o s et o i

“Them?" & cgularly, which threw a hell of 2 scare into them
"My parents.”

“"How long did this goon?”

“I don’t really know, Wilf. I don’t remember much of the summer."

“Rock—"" I smiled. " You know I've shared this room with you for
more than two weeks and I still don’t know what to call you. I've
known all along that your last name is Ranson, but I don’t know your
first name.”

“It’s William. William Cornish Ranson. The Cornish is my maternal
grandfather’s name. Everybody calls me Bill.”

“Around here they call you Rock."

Helaughed. "'T know. I'm beginning to answer to it."”

"'Somebody named you thar before I got here. After Rock Hudson the
movie star.”

“That’s pretty flattering, but undeserved,” he said. He swung his feet
to the floor and pulled up his pullover sleeve. “Here's my scar,” he
said, as I leaned on my elbow to look. Across his left wrist was a faint
white scar bordered with the close elliptical marks of the stitches.

"You were lucky.”

“Yes. I guess I realize that now. At the time I tried to kill myself I
was still suffering from the shock of Sandra’s death and the breakup of
our matriage. It takes quite a while to get over something like that.”

“Maybe you were lucky there too.”

He shot me a quick look. *“How do you mean, Wilf?"

""Well, one day last week we were sitting here talking, and you called

her The Bitch of Belsen.”
“Not Sandra,” he said. I wouldn't call Sandra anything like that.”
I stared at him, wondering if he'd forgotren.
“When do you expect to leave here, Wilf?"" he asked, as if to hurry
away from the subject of his wife.
"I'm leaving here next Monday.”
“You're lucky. All you alcoholics are lucky. Maybe I'd have been
better off going on a binge myself than trying to bottle everything up

inside me.” o w e
"I'm sure there’s legitimate arguments both for and against it.
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ate or Not, against everything,” he said,

Jritim
nts, I€8 Kl
here’s ﬂm?r?ncpiﬂﬂ up from his bec
u

. 1
Jaughing ™ I ck—I couldn’t get used to calling him

wveck R q 2
for the €5 of the ‘mlf}‘ going out with the g:mglfor walks thfough
iJ] —acte jte nort )‘rhc acendants and other patients, glﬂncing
Bi Jking (¢ nes we had in our room, and even going

ds, [ e
ome piuurc lnn;_n{l
()ccuparrunal l‘

e evenit

. himsel(a wallet. OD i
ing himsell 3 ¥ 0 he sat of
' .creation room.

mn our recr ‘ N

P enas cunningly irl, who, like the other students, wag

pre:l)’ B g :
Shewasa St% hospital in another city, :!m.! was taking her psy-
arcached t0 a_Lchri - ac the clinic. After the bingo they walked back -
chiatric pursing training followed them along the corridor | ¥
to the ward 1OBEUT ]y matched they seemed to be. I guessed
him was merely professional sym.
5. though perhaps part of his therapy. ]
hat it might do to Rock when the current group 3
laced in a couple of weeks, and the pretty 3
dent left. Her aceraction for him mighe be building up to an awful j
e ‘hich might set him back to the way he had been at first. =
le:-dcvzc‘;mg he had another *blackout’ as he called them, and I
hc:;rr}(;af:im ral.kfng once again to the flowers, as we lay on our be'fls ‘
waiting for the ten o'clock med:cauop. }.{e said, "Yes, I know,"” wh ch
was followed by some mumbling I didn’t under'stand. T-hen he satu
and shouted, "1 don’t believe it! From now on I'll only listen to the
hollyhocks!” : :
I too sat up. “Take it easy, Bill,” I said.
He gave me 2 dreamy smile.
"Youhada nightmare that's all.” .
“What do dandelions know about anything?"* he asked, staring intg
the darkness outside the window. He remained seated on the edge
his bed, staring ourside and muttering to himself. :
When the evening shift registered nurse brought our pills and
ing potion, she and the artendant stared at Rock for a moment. I
she would have to place his regression in her report, and it wo
Rock’s discharge.

‘herapy once of twice, where he was mak.
¢ he came with us to a bingo game in
posite a young student nurse I'd seen

ng to

however, ¢ :
]athv 2nd friendlines
1 became afraid of w

of young nurses was rep.

She handed me 2
) ca small paper ¢ for
potion has been discuntin[::cizl er;p;?;TmmgT ¥ Pill. “Your sleeping
you beleaving us spon?” trong,” she said. I suppose
On Monday,”
“That's fine. That' '
I poinrc”]le 1}{“" s why they've teduced your medication.”
nted to Rock, who was oblivious to us. “'He flri i
KX oo S 57 Tiold e . was all right until

The nurse shook her t : il :
Ry wouldn":ru::::i;,a;lgfﬁ a:rcndanlf lz:ud. He's improved
ey e hine L young man like that moved down

T .

: he nu;lsc h’anded Ro‘ck his small paper cup and said, “Here, Mr.
anson. Here's something to make you sleep.”

He gave her his blank smile and swallowed the bitter-tasting
draught and the paper cup of grapefruit juice handed him by the
attendant.

" Get into bed, Mr. Ranson, please,” the nurse said, and he did as he
was told.

The nurse and the attendant bid us good night, shut off the light and
left, closing the door behind them. I fell asleep before Rock did, even
without my sleeping potion.

\Vh.en I awoke the next morning Rock was shaving himself with an
electric shaver that one of the attendants had taken from his locker for
him.

*'Good morning, Wilf,” he said. “You'd better get up. We'll be going
down to breakfast pretty soon.”

He had changed completely from the young man of the evening

before.

Hugh Garner

There were three discharges from our ward on Saturday, and a couple
of the alcoholics were allowed to go home for the weekend. The dining
room was only partly full, and after breakfast Rock brought his coffee
to my table, where we satand ralked until he was called out to join the
rest of the “'chain gang,” as those who were raken to meals in a group
were called.

““There's been a lot of improvement in that boy,’
businessman who shared my table.

"'Yes, he seems to be coming along f

“'The first couple of weeks I was here

* said an elderly

ne,”’ T answered. y
he didn’c speak to anyon¢.
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{riendly one (00-
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Ad Ward t0 watch TV,
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ald. She's from Niagara Falls. She's engaged *0
r. Perhaps his interest was onlya

crfere with your reading,” I said. "I'm going dowy
ours will have nothing on but football a]]

.

afternoon.
“I'm looking
“I'll go visiting ¢
When I returnec
an attendant.

“Who's winning?"’
“He's skunking me,
upina neighborhood that
“What happened to the young
ket billiards?" ;
“Helen? Her fiance came for her, and she went to the Falls for the
weekend.” He seemed quite unperturbed by this, and laughed
25 the atrendant made a run of a string of balls.

forward to getting my house privileges,” Rock said. -
oo. Sec you later, Wilf.” :
I to A2 before supper Rock was shooting pool wi

Wilf. That's what I get for having been brough
had no pool parlors.”
nurse you were going to teach to s

On Sunday there were quite a few visitors to the clinic, and
took Junch with the patients they had come to see, in the guestds
room downstairs. After eating my lunch in the half-empty dining
rerurned to my room and took my usual nap. I was awakened by
sound of male and female voices in the room and when I sat upl

trunk 4
1 that hoy was a hopeless case when | firse |

s Iying on his bed reading a Maga ]

v for the weekend I have a date ro tt:ach:.

Hugh tosrmer
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say to Rock, "T'lIl phonc our own doctoe OO oo

you're completely recovered now fram your by
vou 1l be much better off at home. where | can
“But Morther, Dr. Kellock tol

s it Linw piidis

rgrEre s WE

Arergs

i Fous bepesd wirk "
W bt wink s seile g
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1 smd, putling o

3

Irive vy .
Youour,” said My, Ranson Hin vl tunsed o
 vutmed gy

o 1 you a3k me
eakedown, and [ e
‘ ; take care af yog
“But : d me just the other day e
He s ain.:udg, given Youawrong dugnosis. Why you certa
suffering from anvthing as senious as he 5 ‘

[ shut oft the rest of her harmful foolish i
L e aolishness by closing the door

wk didn'ts N :

] R“ i; 4 rea.k to meat supper, and when 1 asked hem lacer o be'd
enjoyed his parents” visit he turned his face to the walt 2nd dida's
. answer me. [ spent the rest of b weakehi W

e vm_lp ity iullthe evening watching television on the

glassed- anaa, and didn treturn t our room unal it was dme o
put on our pajamas and bathrobes.

Rock was sitting fully dressed on the edge of his bed, staring

h the wi i : ok Giczaci
zhro‘u‘n th .mndow and talking to himself. I changed quiesty 3o 25 net
to disturb him.

"1 know,” he said, speaking to the unknown something oursids,
“They told me. The hollyhocks are the only ones who really know. Ask
Sandra.” He shook his head. "The Birch of Belsen wants me back, bux
I won't go—never—never again!”

[ lay down to wait for the medication to arrive, leaving Rock ro hise
self. Every once in a while he muttered snatches of unrelared conversa-
tion.

When the nurse and the artendant artived, Rock jumped up from bis
bed and made a lunge at the man, knocking him back into the corndor
and spilling his jug of grapefruit juice on the floor. The nurseand lan
out of the room, as the attendant wresthed wich the voungsr man
aurse hurried back to her office, and in 2 minute of Two 2 paic Of FOUREE:

attendants came running along the hall. They quickiy overpowered

Gy weren's
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. . 4 e
] then carried the sweanfg; sobbing young et back to his

-1 8 thefl & nursing station carrying i ¥ ;
RO\L’I‘;n‘mmc rerllmc‘l A rh(; sing tim door h(‘hifz i }‘L‘ . }') podermic ?)m‘-j": R i shed of an old private 1tk

. = y clo ‘ d her. urin ousen thy r ger
bed. che entered ouf room e | seunast I g the summer the shed is half hidden heh PO g
syrnge. * d the attendants €2 gain ina couple of ing hollyhocks. Ngw en behind 2 sow of all Bower.

the flowers w i
- e g ers were dead, cheir gangling stems dried
"What's the matter, Wiif>"

\“-lnd()“-
-‘\1;0‘}]"‘!..". i al a 1 | Fid 1(‘ L4

Q()thlng Sthem teer tﬂ! I]U f“li}] th i) .W‘) r 13

i 5

across the parking i
parking lot would getrid of her back shed. It's a real eyesore.”

e g

It's prety ldurlng the summer though when the flowers are out s

said. "What's the name of them agai,{:" e
“I forget,” I answered.

" When the nurw:‘;it “['m sorry you were disturbed like this, Mr.
minutes rht‘::ﬁ;;{nm.n is asleep now, and probably won't waken
Armstrong. ! :nlﬂi- If you like thaugh you can take one of the empt ]
ag;iﬂ_ m:lt:cl- rL?r:rrﬂiror}' for tonight. Therearea couple of empty beds,
beds1n "

" T “:e? . 1 =
¢ there, CESCL:]:’“"I nodded, as he picked up his spilled jug from

be best, Mr. Armstrong,”” he said, straightening up.
a5 disturbed as Mr. Ranson is pretty unpredicrabi
“ [ said, "'I'm sure Mr. Ranson will be al] right

my wife asked, as I swung away fram the

aren
The elderly &
the floor. Temay
“Spmetimes patient
11l sleep in my FOOM:

by morn ing.

- aid the nurse. "I gave him a rather heavy sedation_ " Hugh Garner haslong been one of Canada's most industrious sto ry wrisers and

“I think s0. - ozt - : lists. M i stori
Despite m¥ prave words in the corridor 1owever it took me a lOng r novelists. Many of bis stories have been universall y recognized. 'One-Tua
ime to fall asleep- The nurses and attendants could rake such frenzieq Three Little Indians' bas, according to Mr. Garner's most recent cownz, been

anthologized no less than 28 times since its first appearance in 1952, The
Sound of Hollybocks' is from Garner's latest collection of storics ‘:’;OL\T]C!\'
OF THE VIRGINS (1971). HUGH GARNER'S BEST STORIES (19(;5} gives m...x
good sampling of bis story-telling talents, A Toronto ﬂd»‘f:‘f: Garner presensia
frankly realistic view of contemporary life, particularly the urban scere.

flareups In their stride h.ut Icuul‘dn‘t. o

It was some time during the night when 1 awoke thinking that the
| heard in my sleep was Rock having another attack. I looked
bed and found it was empty. The shouting was coming from
} on my bathrobe and slippers and hurried from

noise I'¢
over to his
along the hall. T pullec

the room. . 2
The watchman who sat all night at the angle of the two corridors was

staring into one of the toilets, wringing his hands.
“Get.—me—a knife—the breadknife!” a night attendant was gaspin
As the watchman ran into the small kitchen where the juice was kept
and they made up the evening lunches, I looked around the roilet's
open door. Rock was hanging strangled in his belt from an overhead
pipe, the belt having been twisted around his neck.The attendant was
trying to push him up by the legs to relieve the pressure on his throat.
Rock’s face was purple, his mouth twisted into an obscene leer. I tried
to help the attendant hold him up— After they cut him down they tried
mouth-to-mouth resuscitation on the corridor floor, but it was to0
By the time the doctors arrived, Rock was dead. E

Iwas discharged from Pinehills shortly after lunch, and my s
drove me back to the city. From our apartment window we canle

Generated by CamScanner



